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"k THE RUIN’D MARY. 


ONE cold, stormy day, in February, 1806, a female 
stranger made her appearance in the Beech Woods Set- 
tlement, on the Lakawana. She appeared to be about 
thirty ; tall and delicately formed ; but the rose that had 
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once bleomed on her cheek, was withered by the canker- . 


worm of care; and reason no longer swayed his scep- 


tre over her mind. 

“ They’ve drown’d my mother: O! howshe screams! 
there! there! she sinks '—help her—help her!” was 
the burden of her song. She would occasionally cast 
her eyes on the men, and with a wild and fearful look, 
exclaim.....6 No! no !—I hate you—you’ve ruin’d me! 
poor Poli would drown herself—but water is cold.” 

No entreaties could induce her to take shelter from 
the storm: but she flew from house to house, a most 
melancholy picture of sorrow and wo. After having 
been absent a day or two, she returned with an infant, 
naked, on her bosom. “ Poor thing,” she would cry, 
when the hospitable cottagers begged it of her; “ poor 
thing! I know you’ll starve it!” Nature remained true 


to her duty, although reason had fled from her seat. “A” 


tear, the first she bad shed, fell and mingled with the 


~ 
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snow on the child’s neck. ‘The soul of the little suffer- 5 
er was just ready to wing its way toa kinder parent, 


when the unfortunate maniac entered a cottage, where 
the woman had but a few wecks before buried a new-born 
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infant. She kindly begged that the child at least might 
be putin herarms. ‘he mother consented, and Mrs, 
Bucklin, (for that is the name of the humane woman,) 
wiped the snow from its neck, wrapped it in flannel], and 
gave it breast. | 

A gleam of wandering reason seemed to shoot across 
the mind of the distressed mother. She was delighted 
to see her offspring on the bosom of its humane nurse, 
and expressed no wish to take it again, but soon wander. 
ed off ; declaring she had drowned her child. She pass. 
ed this village, (Luzerne,) and it is not known whence 
she came, or whither she was going. Mrs. Bucklin stil) 
keeps the child, and nurses it as her own. 

Luzerne fiafier. 

“ This affecting story,” says the author of William anc 
Ellen, “ induced me to write the piece entitled “ Tur 
Ruin’p Marky,” asa warning to the innocent, and a se 
vere reproot to seducers. 

BY Lakawana’s winding stream, 
Poor Mary wander’d in a dream ; 
Sad dream! that led her feet astray, 
And blood-stain’d all the frozen way. 


Stern Winter’s rain, in angry storm, 

As with a cloak, inwrapp’d her form ; 

And oft she pray’d, “ O that this cloud 

“ Might prove poor Mary’s winding shroud !” 


The Beech Woods heard her piercing cries. 
And echo’d back responsive sighs: 

The very winds relate her grief, 

And plaintive plead for her relief. 


The cottagers entreat the maid, 

But she refuses friendly aid : 

Her mother now is drown’d, she thinks : 

“ © help her! help her!—there she sinks ‘” 


W ith fear and wildness in her eyes, 

As on some monster in disguise, 

S e looks on man: “ I hate thee, ei 
Lis cold—or Poll would drown herself!” 
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“ You’ve ruin’d me!” with groans she said, 


And in the storm away she iled. 
Incarnate devil, man, behold ! 


nd One half thy baseness can’t be told. 


Around roll three diurnal spheres, 
When Mary ruin’d re-appears ; 
A melancholy wreck of charms, 
With infant, naked, in her arms. 


OSS 


Whoever ask’d to feed the child 

Receiv’d an answer strangely wiid : 

“ Poor thing !” she said, with trembling fear, 
‘ You'd let it starve,’”—and shed a tear. 


The little suff’rer soon had fail’d, 

Had not Aer tenderness prevail’d, 

Who acted well the mother’s part, 

And gain’d poor Mary’s long-lost heart. 


HE 


Kind lady Bucklin, let thy name 
se introduc’d, and known to fame, 

lor thou hast made the babe thy care, 

While Mary roams, we know not where.” 

a + er 


THOUGHTS ON SEDUCTION. 


The man who lays a snare to entrap innocence, how- 
ever shielded by the specious names of gallantry or gaie- 
ty of disposition, is a fiend and a monster that should be 
shunned and detested by society. 

View thyself, seducer! Thou bast, perhaps, destroy- 
> ed the fairest blossom in nature—planted the thorn of 
"never ceasing wo, in the bosom of one who loved you— 
who trusted you; one who, perhaps, had formed the 
tenderest wishes for your weltare ; one who prized life 
but as your happiness was centered in it; who thought 
to have named vou by the most endearing of titles: ex- 
i pectation miserably disappointed! Unfortunate girl! 
The man whom you hoped one day to have called by 
the fond names of friend, husband, or protector, has 
: proved your bitterest enemy—your cruel destroyer. 

As the rose that blushes in the garden, is plucked by 
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the hand of the wanton spoiler, is thrown under foot, ne. 
slected and forgotten. Alas! like unto it art thou, child 
of simplicity. Thy innocence has issued in thy ruin; 
and he who once vowed eternal fidelity to thee, by him 
art thou forsaken and viewed only as an object of con- 
tempt. | 

Canst thou then, despoiler, behold the unhappy vic- 
tim of thy desires, sink into the cold arms of death, for 
relief from miseries of which thou art the cause? Or 
see her plunge, by thee led to the brink, into the gulf of 
wo and infamy? Blush miscreant! Whilst contemplat- 
ing the deformity of thine own image; nor think the 
picture exaggerated, and abhor thyself. 

————aal >) 55 ee 
ORIGINAL PAPERS, 
For the Casket. 

Mr. CanpiD, 

Srr.....Considering you as a friend to our sex, I 
have sent you ashort piece in reply to “ Angelicus’” 
answer to * Eliza Junior,’”’ which I wish to have commu- 
nicated through the medium of your paper, provided it 
has sufficient merit. 

TO ANGELICUS. 

Srir....It is well known to you and mankind in general, 
that our sex are subject to many misiortunes,,to which 
men are not, and labor under difficulties and disadvan- 
tages which men are stangers to; we, therefore, expect 
that lenity will be shown us, which the peculiarity of our 
situation requires, placed as we are in the world; and 
many times unable to distinguish, distinctly, between 
right and wrong, and liable to be Jed astray by the in- 
genius arts of the fop, the flatterer and deceiver, we rca- 
sonably expect the protection of all the honorable part 
of men, especially those of talents and learning; but, 
instead of this, you have shown all the malice of a dis- 
appointed suitor, and the poisonous venom of a viper; 
not content with exposing the weakness of women in 
the present age but you must glean history, both sacred 
and profane, in order to prove your malicious assertions. _ 
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And besides this, you was very careful, in your wanton 
and unprovoked attack, not even to hint our virtues, but 
to assail our weakness, by ascribing to ad/, the vices of a 
jew of our sex. But your hatred did not end here, you 
was not content with a fair exposure, but swelled every 
vice, of the size of a “* mole-hill to a mountain” of wick- 
edness. 

As to your assertion, that many young men have been 
ruined by the intrigues of women, it is not denied but 
that some have been deceived; or, perhaps, foolishly 
deceived themselves, and were afterwards ruined, by 
their own follies and vices, and then sneak off with the 
excuse, that “ they were ruined by the deceit or in- 
tricues of women.” 

Your advice to both sexes may be useful to many; I 
think it but-a paltry confession of the guilt of your sex ; 
besides this, you accuse us of deceit, novel and romance 
reading. How dare you accuse us of the former, since 
it is practised to such an astonishing degree by most of 
your sex. And as for novel and romance reading, you ° 
need not rank us all in one promiscuous class, since 
they are read only by afew. ‘Hark you, sir, shoulda 
few condemn all; must ail be novel readers, because a 
few are? It is well known that novel reading was intro- 
duced by lying, deceitful men, the better to lead astray 
“unsuspecting girls,” and bring about their diabolical 
purposes. 

Matrimony may be a curse to many, but is made so 
by the misconduct of your sex ; therefore, a cultivation 
of literature and morality would be of no great use, to- 
ward rendering us happy, since it is so much abused by 
men. 

Desirous of not being too tiresome to the reader, I 
suspend my irritated pen in the midst of its progress, 
and defer making any further remarks; conceiving 
those above, sufficient to vindicate our abandoned cause, 
in the mind of every candid reader, will stand as a shield 
which will rebound your “ pointed arrows” back upon 
your own guilty head. EMMELINE., 

Evening-Chamber, Jan. 26, 
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FOR THE CASKET, 


“ Man born of a womanis of few days and full of 
trouble.’’....1f we admit the truth of the Holy Scriptures, 
we must believe that Solomon was of all men most ca- 
pable of judging between right and wreng, and of the 
miseries attending human life, although he never suf. 
fered half the troubles and afflictions which many before 
and since his time have experienced. 

There is astrange mutability in the lives of men, 
which we cannot account for; it is astonishing to us, 
when we behold the strange ws and downs, in human 
life, even within our scanty knowledge of the world; 
and if we consult history, we will find an immense num- 
ber of great personages, who have experienced the sad 
reverse of fortune. 

It is worthy of remark, that most of the Roman Em- 
perors before Constantine, (the first Emperor that re- 
cieved the christian faith,) died unnatural deaths; but 
such as succeeded him went to their graves in peace. 

Julius was openly murdered in the senate-house. Au- 
sustus was hastened to death by his wife Livia. Clau- 
dius was poisoned by Agrippina. Nero and Otho laid 
violent hands on themselves. Besides these there are 
a great number of those, of different nations. Among 
these the great warrior, Pyrrhus, was slain with a tile, by 
an old woman, at the sieze of Argus. Themosticles, the 
champion of Greece, died an exile in Persia. Belisari- 
us, who subdued the Goths, was obliged to stand by the 
highway side and beg: Datie obolum Belisarius. 

In a former communication I mentioned a number of 
personages, who had risen from obscurity to men of emi- 
nence ; I now have noticed many who have fallen from 
a state of splendor, to that of misery and wretchedness. 
in both of these, we sec the fckleness and instability 
of fortune. Great are the vicissitudes of human life, 
constantly subject to different changes of fortune; 
from good to bad, and from bad to good. In the first 
instance we see men pise out of obscurity , and aspire to 
fame and homor; and in the last instance, hurried down 


from grandeur, into humilitating circumstaaces and ig- 


nominous death. @ 
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But after witnessing all these Jessons of human mu- 
tability and frailty, it makes but little or no impression « 
on the generality of mankind. In prosperity they pur- 
sue the same round of pleasure that they followed yes- 
terday ; they think not of “ a wet day and a lame foot ;’ 
because they are prosperous to-day they think it will be 
so to-morrow ; many people think little about what is to 
come; ifthey have no money to-day, they will buy on 
> credit, and if they have money they often choose to keep 
it for some other use, less profitable in the end; and by 
that means brine trouble on themscives and families ; 
© and it is so with many other things; they put off reli- 
‘ gion and morality till to-morrow ; but, alas! that to-mor- 
row seldom, or ever, comes. 

The above is something similar to youth; they are 
busy in one continual scene of mirth and pleasure, “ put- 
ting far away the evil days, when they shall say they 
have no pleasure in them.” Happy the youth who puts 
not off till to-morrow, what he should do to-day.— 
Youth is the time to lay a foundation either for a happy 
ora miserable life, and to prepare to meet the troubles 
of it with fortitude ; happiness does not depend on rich- 
es and opulence ! But on the disposition of the heart ; 
if that is good, depend on it you will be happy. Study 
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i morality, meekness, and contentment of mind, and you 

| will find its blessed effects. ANGELICUS. 
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: VARIETY. 

£ Ste eeeeceeeeeserores 
_ The most busy man, in the most active sphere, cannot 

be always occupied by business. Men of serious pro- 

fessions cannot always be on the stretch of serious 
i thoughts. Neither can the most gay and flourishing’ 
: Situations of fortune afford any man the power of filling: 
_ Be all his hours with pleasure. Life must always languish 
? inthe hands of the idle. It will frequently languish 
: even in the hands of the busy, if they have not some 
employment subsidiary to that which forms their main 
pursuit. How then shall these vacant spaces, those un- 


employed intervals, which, more or less, occur in the 
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life of every one, be filled up? How can we contrive to 
dispose of theis. in any way that shall be more agreea. 
ble in itself, or more consonant to the dignity of the hu- 
man mind, than in the entertainments of taste and the 
study of polite literature ?— &dazr. 
-_—~—2e + oor 

Be studious, and you will be learned. Be industrious 
and frugal, and you will be rich. Be sober and tempe- 
rate, and you will be healthy. Be virtuous, and you will 
be happy. —/rankiin. 

——— TD + men 

Curious Novelty. A man who holds a small farm near 
St. Albans, (Eng.) and who has ever been looked upon 
as a most eccentric being, made his entre in the latter 
place in the following manner, viz. mounted on a small 
car, Which was actually drawn by four large hogs. He 
entered .the town at a brisk trot, amidst the acclamations 
of hundreds, who were drawn together to witness the 
strange and uncommon spectacle. After making thie 
tour to the market place three or four times, he came 
into the Wool Park yard, had his swinish cattle regular- 
ly unharnessed, and taken into a stable together wherc 
they were regaled with a trough full of beans and. wash. 
They remained about two hours in the town, during 
which time he despatched his business as usual at the 
market, when they were put to and driven home 
again, multitudes cheering him to the very end of the 
place. This man has only had these animals under 
training six months, and it is truly surprising to whata 
high state of docility and tractability he has brought 
them. A gentleman on the spot offered him 50]. for 

the concern, as it stood, but it was indignantly refused. 
London pfrafi. 
—<— +e 

The pronunciation in London of w as v, or vas ~, 
illustrated by a conversation that actually passed be- 
tween a citizen and his servant : 

Cit, “ Villiam, I vants my vig.” Ser. “ Vitch. vig: 
sir.’ Cit, “ Vy, the vite vig in the vooden vig box, vitch 
I vore last Vens-day at the Westry.”—My Pocket Book. 
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Ghitor’s Garret. 


** Be just and fear not.” 


= TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. 


> We have received a communication from Catskill, un- 
der the signature of “ CurisropHeR Canprp,” who in- 
") sists that we are nearly related to him. As he appears 
' BE tobe an honest merry fellow, we are sorry that we can- 
not a@mit his claim to kindred; we thank him, however, 
© for his good will, and should he ever be inclined to favor 
' £) us with another epistle, we will hint to him, and at the 
' BE same time to our other correspondents, (by mail,) that 
Be their communications will be infinitely more acceptable 
© if they would just recollect Tom Shufileton’s advice, 
S) “ pay the post boy, Muggins.” 
> “A Crrizen” is inadmisable. We msert no person- 
4 al reflections, or give currency to any ‘personal animosi- 
J tics. We, however, inform him, in the words of the 
"} poct, that those 3 
«© Who cannot write, yet handle pens, 


«* Are apt to hurt themselvé$ and friends. 
‘«¢ Tho’ others use them well, yet fools 





g 4 ‘¢ Should never meddle with edge tools.” 
[= <A communication signed “ An ATHENIAN,” shall 
© [) @ havea place in our next. Favors of this kind will be 


¥ thankfully received. 


i€ 

er “'Timotnuy AIMWELL,” must have a small share of 
a that commodity called patience. We willintroduce him 
ht to the “ Hudson Belles” next week. 

or “ Don-Lorenzo” is under consideration. 


—_—aagp 122225 ssi 
MARRIED, 
At Claverack on Sunday last, by the Rev. Mr. Gepthard, 
Mr. Henry Miner ¢o Miss Maria Hardick. 
“at SSS EE 
DIED, 
In this city, on the 24th alt, Mr. Charles Goodwin, ix 


the Ist year of his age, eldest son of Mr. Josefih Goodwin 
of thie city, | 





rt 





THE CASKET. 


From Stewart’s “ Pleasurce of Memory.” 
THE MOTHER. 


Lo! at the couch where infant beauty sleeps, 
Her silent watch the mournful mother keeps ; 
She, while the lovely babe unconscious lies, 
Smiles on her slumbering child with pensive eyes, 
And weaves a song of melancholy joy— 
“Sleep, image of thy father, sleep, my boy ; 
No lingering hour of sorrow shall be thine ; 
No sigh that rends thy father’s heart and mine 
*Bright as his manly sire, the son shall be, 

In form and soul; but ah! more blest than he 
Phy fame, thy worth, thy filial love, at last, 


Shall soothe this aching heart for all the past— 
With many a smile my solitude repay, 
And chase the world’s ungenerous scorn away. 


“ And say, when summoned from the world and thee, 
I lay my head beneath the willow-tree ; 

Wilt thou, sweet mourner. at my stone appear, 

And soothe my parted spirit lingering near ? 

Oh! wilt thou come, at evening hour, to shed, 

The tears of Memory o’er my narrow bed; 

With aching temples on the hand reclin’d, 

Muse on the last farewell I leave behind, 

Breathe a deep sigh to winds that murmur low, 

And think on all my love, and all my wo?” 


So speaks affection, ere the infant eye 

Can look regard, or brighten in reply ;_ 

But when the cherub lip had learned to claim 
A mother’s ear by that endearing name ; 
Soon as the playful innocent can prove 

A tear of pity, or a smile of love ; 












































No. 9. THE CASKET. 


Or cons his murmuring task beneath her care, 
Or lisps, with holy look, his evening prayer ; 
Or gazing, mutely pensive, sits to hear 

The mournful ballad warbled in his ear ; 

[low fondly looks admiring hope the while, 

At every artless tear, and every smile ? 

How glows the joyous parent to descry 

A guiltless bosom, true to sympathy ¢ 


—mt SSS 
THE LACERATED GLOVE. 
«© Oh that I were the gl ve upon the hand, 
« That I might ouch that cheek.’’ 
O Romeo! had thy wish been granted, 
What poet could thy raptures speak, 
Chang’d toa clove, thou wouldst have pantec 
Beneath the glow of Juliet’s cheek. 
Yet might thy fate have still been curst, 
- Straining thy passion to discover, 
Like this poor Glove, thou might’st have burst, 
And prov’d, alas! a ragged lover. 
But Juliet had thy loss forbid, 
And sav’d her tatter’d boy from scorn, 
Had plac’d thee near thy parent kid, 
To light the stars of Capricorn. 
Ah! not to thee such fayor’s given, 
Poor Glove! from Harriot’s hand now tors, 
Ah no! cast down from thy bright heaven, 
On earth thou now must die forlorn, 
Yet, would she deign, her airy muse, 
Could send thee on the wings of fame, 
Among the stars a place to choose, 
And grace some constellation’s name. 


When Maro’s muse tried all her charms, 
To raise proud Cesar to the skies, 
Scorpio, ’tis said, drew back his armsy 
To let the Julian glory rise. " 
A nobler sign thou might’st command, 
Hung on the zodiac’s mystic sphere, 
Bright Virgo would extend her hand, 
And wear that Glove so honor’d here. 
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Lines on the folly of ascribing to divine vengeance, the ac. 
cidents which result from human indiscretion, 






In pious mood Sir Bigot cries, 
‘‘ Behold! a judgment from the skies! 
* See Richmond in dispair! * 
“ No grief like this had rent her heart, 
* Secure from every hostile dart, 
** Had virtue flourished there. 
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« Those flames, in anger sent to burn, 
* With ashes fill the mighty urn, 

‘ And—though I quake to tell— 
‘ This vestibule to scenes below, 
«“ Now laid in dust and ashes low, 

“ Has fill’d the vaults of hell !”’ 


And think’st thou, miserable elf, 
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. That Gon, vindictive as thyself, 
4 Begins a hell on earth! 
Avaunt! avaunt! no more blaspheme! . 
No longer urge the impious theme ; 
Stampt with Satanic birth. ’ 
Mourn (if thou canst) the cruel doom, t 
That buried in one common tomb, ] 
Worth, virtue, age, and youth ; J 
Mourn, with Virginia, many a son, C 
In valour, honor, ne’er outdone ; V 
Daughters of matchless truth! Yr 
Mourn, if thou canst; but ah! forbear ; 

To charge on heaven the fatal snare, 
For heaven delights to save! . 
Bright the REDEEMER’s form appears, 4 
Bids mourners’smile amidst their tears, e 
And fofie beyond the grave.—/. Journal, mo 
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